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journey from the wilds of Otsego to the shores of the
Sound. We passed some months with my Grandparents.
My Father, however, returned to Fenimore after a while
to look after his affairs there. The stone house was still
going on, and it was expected that we should return there.
That was a pleasant summer for us little people, and
still more so, no doubt, to our dear Mother. Our young
Aunts petted us, and our Grandfather took us out very
often to drive with him, over his farms or about the
country! Many little memories revive, as I think of him,
Cally was still in the nursery, but I was promoted to a
high chair, near my Grandfather. I well remember his
breaking the shells of the oysters, and giving me the
oyster itself, for my breakfast. The family lived and
dined in the same room. There were several dark-skinned
servants in the house—slaves, I fancy, they must have
been at that date, but enjoying life in a very free and
easy way. There was a fat black woman as cook in the
kitchen, Harriet her daughter as chambermaid, Henry
her son the man, a colored child or two, and one white
woman, a sort of factotum, Betsy Baker. The house stood
on the brow of a low hill, immediately above the highway
to Boston, and facing a broad bay of the Sound. The
view was very pleasing when the tide was in, but dismal
at low tide, when a waste of black mud covered half the
bay. There was no attempt at pleasure grounds, beyond
a row of locusts along the fence, and some noble weeping-
willows in different positions. Cherry-trees, and peach-
trees, apricots, and nectarines were planted near the
house, the front porch on either side being flanked with
the largest peach tree I have ever seen. From the covered
porch in the rear of the house one road swept down the
hillside to what was called "the red gate" leading

